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Knowledge 


Author's Notes: 

Ladies and gentlemen, here we have stop 3 on the \"Tico wants a story with every drummer on Earth\" tour. 
This bunny came around for the adopt-a-band, but I\'m just now getting around to writing it. Takes place at 
Monsters of Rock \'87. 

"Who's on right now?" 


"Fuck if | know. What the fuck does it matter?" 


Lars knew very little right then He knew it was fucking hot, knew he wasn't drunk enough not to care how hot 


it was, knew they hadn't played yet. Maybe he knew when they were supposed to play - after..fuck. 


Okay, so he just knew the shit about the heat and the alcohol. Someone would come get them when they were 


needed. 


"Fuck, | just wanted to know." 


"Not us." 

"No shit" 

"Not Dio. He's after us." 

"He the only one?" 

"No." 

"Who else?" 

Fucking Hell, why did James expect him to know shit? 

‘Its - fuck The fags in the spandex." 

Footsteps in the hallway stopped outside their door. It wasn't fucking time yet, was it? 
James’ brow furrowed. "Fags in the - Bon Jovi?" 

The footsteps came into the room. It was too fucking hot to move his head enough to see who it was. 
"Yeah, them. They're last" 

"Fags, Lars?" 


Ten minutes ago he would have said it was too hot to jump like that, but mother fuck that voice was right in 


his ear. Shit 


"What the fuck?" Heat be damned. Lars turned around, staring right in the face of..someone. Someone with a 


cigar. No booze, though. 
"Fags?" 


Did this guy know any other words? The guy with the cigar had stupid fucking hair, and looked awfully short. 


Like Hell James would let him call someone else short, though. Bastard. 
"Tico, right?" 
See, James knew shit. Why the fuck was he always asking Lars? 


The short man - and damn did Lars get way too much pleasure from thinking of someone else as "the short 


man’ - nodded. Tico. What band had a Tico? 

Bon Jovi. Right. Something else Lars knew, apparently. 

And that would be why he was dwelling on the "fags" thing. Right. 

"So. We're fags." 

There were several things he could do right now. He could be diplomatic, pass it off as being kind of like calling 
them "dudes" or "guys" or whatever. Or he could just appease the short guy - fuck his name, he was short 
and Lars enjoyed that - and tell him he didn't mean him, just the singer who wore the purple pants. 

Nah. 


"Yeah, fags." 


Tico - the short Tico - chuckled. "Fag, maybe. But, uh, | only look at my singer's ass when I'm behind him 


onstage.” 
What the fuck? 

Tico nodded at them again and walked out: 
Beat: 

Beat. 

‘Lars! 

That short little bastard 


"What the fuck, Lars?" 


